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can; the shield of honour, the shield of labour, and,
best of all, the shield of faith. But there are some
who have found no armour to help them, and who can
but sink to the ground, covering their face beneath
the open eye of heaven, and say with FitzG-erald, "It
is He that hath made us," resigning the mystery into
the hands of the power that formed us and bade us be.
For behind the loud and confident voice of work and
politics and creeds there must still lurk the thought
that whatever aims we propose to ourselves, though
they be hallowed with centuries of endeavour and con-
secration, we cannot know what awaits us or what we
shall be. We strive to believe in Justice and Mercy,
in love and purity; and nature, which is still the work
of God, gives us the lie a hundred times over; till the
shrinking soul asks itself, " Am I indeed trying to be
better, purer, more just than the God who made me *?
Ant I thus forced to fall, to be a traitor to my secret
desire for virtue, and then to be sternly punished for
doing what I had not the strength to escape 1" Such
thoughts may not be uplifting or inspiring, but they
are there; so that a man in this dark valley feels him-
self to be, indeed, the sport of a vast power who holds
out the cup of joy and dashes it from the lip, who
makes alike the way of the saint and th.^ sinner to
be hard.

Perhaps the best medicine that can be given to a
spirit thus brought face to face with the hardest and
darkest truth is that he should fix his thought firmly
on the grace and beauty so abundantly shed abroad in
the world. .Not thus, indeed, can the whole victory
r>e won, the victory of the troubled spirit that can say,
"Though He slay me, yet will I trust in Him"; but
the message of beauty may form as it were the first
firm si$ps by which the soul can climb a little wayh and strength and this
